300                      THE AGE OF REASON
he was drawing his hero was not himself, but Carl Wilhelm
Jerusalem, another Secretary of Legation atWetzlar,a melan-
choly, sensitive young man who committed suicide in 1773.
Goethe, who only knew him slightly, calls him Werther in
the novel.
The story opens with a letter of Werther's, opening his heart
tro a friend who, like him, found pleasure in manifestations of
simple nature. Wetzlar, he wrote, lay in a scene of inexpressible
natural beauty; and in this scene his soul received the delicious
balm of solitude. He wandered about the countryside, making
friends with the poor folk and their children, talking to a girl
who came to a spring with a pitcher, taking his coffee at a
village inn under branching limes.
Werther made the acquaintance of a prince's bailiff, and
was invited to the house. He went, was shown in at the front
door, and caught sight of the most charming scene he had ever
witnessed: an artless grown-up girl, dressed in a simple white
frock with pink bows, surrounded by six children for whom
she was cutting slices of black bread. The bailiff was a widower,
and Lotte, his eldest daughter, took charge of the younger
children. Werther made her acquaintance, danced with her in
a quadrille, was more and more attracted, and fell desperately
in love. Lotte and nature now filled his life. He continued
his wanderings about the countryside, amid the fresh fields or
under the dripping fain, shelling peas for his simple luncheon,
feeling the innocent joy of the man who takes a cabbage from
his own garden and brings it to table.
Lotte was already engaged to be married to Albert, an
honourable young man, whom she sincerely loved. Albert was
calm and happy; with Werther he was frank and friendly.
Werther now roamed distractedly in the woods, grinding his
teeth, miserable everywhere unless he was near Lotte. " My
heart's full," he wrote to his friend, " and ardent sympathy
with nature, which flooded me with such bliss and made the
world round about into a Paradise, has now become an un-
bearable torment, a torturing spirit which pursues me every-
where."